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One 


Author's Notes: 

Inspired by a real life event (the boobs, not the shag - although if the shag actually happened |'d like 
details!)and dedicated to Mad Andy with love. A million thanks to Ang for her help, advice, ideas and outstanding 
beta work. As always, I'd love to know what you think! 


The roar of the crowd washed over Davey as he moved to the front of the stage, looking down at the sea of 
humanity and giving them one of his trademark smiles, blue eyes dancing at a cute little redhead jumping up 
and down in the second row. Bruce suddenly appeared at his side, giving him a quick nudge with his shoulder 
and taking a look at the girl before running off to the other side of the stage. He felt the familiar surge of 
adrenaline pump through his body as he slammed into his solo, the music carrying him above any earth bound 
plain, lost in the feel of the strings under his fingers and the sounds slamming into his ears. Hitting the last 
notes, he took a few steps to his right, clearing the front for Adrian to take center stage. 


A flash of color near the barrier in front caught his eye; he checked his footing to make sure he wasn't too 
close to the edge of the stage and took a stroll over, stopping short when his eyes picked out the source. She 
was looking right at him, going as crazy as the rest of the crowd, bright blue hair shaking around her head as 


she rocked to the sound. Davey's eyes widened, his face splitting into a smile at the sight of the flesh 
threatening to spill from the black bodice. Her grin widened as she shook her shoulders, making the soft 
mounds dance for him. Davey jerked his head, the unspoken signal passing through the band, feeling Adrian 
come up beside him for a look Adrian pursed his lips before flashing a smile at her just as Janick arrived. 
Janick's mouth dropped open as he fell to one knee and grabbed Davey's thigh as he stared at the girl. Seeing 


the rest ogling the crowd, Harry wandered over for a look, catching her eye and giving her an approving smile. 


The four spilt apart and moved off to different areas of the stage. Davey was glad that his guitar was 
hanging in front of his crotch; his cock had responded to the shake of her tits and then stiffened completely 
when Janick's strong fingers dug into the muscles of his thigh. Feeling someone nudge his back, he turned his 
head to see Janick leaning on him, his eyes laughing as he twisted his head closer to shout in Davey's ear. 


"Nice view eh, mate?" 
Davey grinned then leaned back, pushing Janick sideways. 
"Hell of a pair!" 


Janick laughed and spun away toward the other side of the stage. Going to the front, Davey propped his foot 
up on the monitor next to Harry, returning the smile flashed at him by the bassist. This was the way it 
should be. Everyone was having a grand time playing songs they hadn't played for years, the crowds were 
loving it -- although they all had a chuckle over the chanting for Fear -- and Bruce had on several occasions 


mucked up the set list, but even Harry had a good laugh over it. 


It seemed as if they had just taken the stage when they all came to the front and acknowledged the crowd 
after the last notes of Sanctuary had faded. Pulling his wristbands off and tossing them to the screaming fans, 
Davey laughed as Janick crowded him, ducking his shoulder Davey pushed him back, forcing the leggy blonde 
into Adrian. Adrian rolled his eyes, giving them the finger and slinging an arm around Nicko as they left the 
stage. While they dressed, they discussed plans for the night, a small group agreeing to meet in the bar when 
they returned to the hotel. 


Several hours later, a not-so-sober group found themselves being herded from the hotel bar, loudly hushing 
each other as they headed for the elevators. Reaching their floor, they fumbled their way down the hall, one 
by one breaking from the group and entering their rooms. Davey and Janick stopped outside their doors, both 
trying with little success to work the key cards. 

"Jan, I'm not tired, want another beer?" 

Janick peered at Davey, a frown crossing his face as he considered the offer. 


"K mate, your room or mine?" 


Davey let out a whoop as his door opened, then put his finger to his lips and shushed Janick 


"Mine's open, so let's go in here." 
P g 


Janick turned and tripped over his feet, staggering into Davey and knocking them both into the wall, setting off 


a loud round of laughter. Bruce's head appeared as the door to the room next to Davey's opened. 
"Bloody hell, quiet the fuck down out here!" 


Davey and Janick looked at him, both dissolving into laughter again. Rolling his eyes, Bruce ducked back into his 
room and closed the door. 


"Do ya think we woke him up?" 
Janick nodded, his face serious. 
"Do ya think he's mad at us?" 


Another nod, accompanied by a loud hiccup. Davey pondered this for a moment before giving Janick a grin and 


going into his room. Davey turned to Janick, his mind still on the irate singer. 

"Should we ask him to come over and have a drink?" 

"Do we have enough?" 

Janick flopped down on the bed as Davey inspected the mini bar, emerging with two bottles. He jumped onto the 
bed next to Janick, crawling up to the pillows and turning around to lean against the headboard, before passing 
over one of the bottles. Janick examined the bottle in his hand and then turned to Davey to repeat his 
unanswered question. 

"Do we?" 

"Do we what?" 

"Have enough?" 

"Enough what?" 

"Beer" 


| have one, you have one right? That's enough." 


"Didn't we need more?" 


"For what?" 

Janick scratched his head and looked puzzled. 

"| don't know mate, | forgot" 

Davey shouted with laughter at Janick's confused expression He lifted the bottle to his mouth and frowned 
when nothing came out. With a groan, he realized the cap was still on, giving it a twist and tipping it up to his 


mouth. With a sigh, he settled back on the pillows, reaching for the remote and turning on the TV. 


Janick tried to focus his eyes on the rapidly changing channels, letting out a yell when a familiar sight appeared 


on the screen. 

"Tits!" 

Davey sat up, nodding. 

"Those are indeed tits." 

Dropping the remote between his legs, Davey took another drink. 

"Those were a nice set on that blue haired bird" 

"Yeah they were, and she made ‘em wobble ever so nice at me." 

Davey raised his bottle for another drink, spilling the cold liquid down his chest when Janick grabbed his leg. 
"Look, she's wobblin' hers!" 

"Fuck Jan, look what you didl" 

Janick peered at Davey, then laughed at the wet spot on the front of his shirt. 

"| didn't do that mate, mine's right here." 

Janick held up his bottle, the cap still in place. 

"Oh, guess | did then" 

Davey carefully balanced the beer between his legs, sat up and pulled the wet shirt off, then tossed it on the 


floor. Leaning back on the pillows, he picked the bottle up again, cocking his head when he noticed Jan's hand on 
his thigh. 


"Why do you do that?" 

Janick, looked over at him. 

"Do what?" 

"Grab me leg." 

Janick looked at Davey's leg, his eyebrows going up as he studied his hand. 

"| don't know. Do you mind?" 

Davey shrugged, lifting the bottle again and frowning as he realized it was empty. 
"No, | don't mind. In fact, wanna know a secret?" 

Janick nodded, scooting closer. 

"Sometimes..." 

Davey looked around, checking to make sure no one else was listening. 

"Just sometimes mind you, not all the time." 

Janick scratched his head, a confused look on his face. 

"Sometimes what?" 

Leaning into Janick's shoulder, Davey put his mouth next to his ear. 
"Sometimes it makes me dick hard." 

Janick grinned, moving his hand up Davey's thigh and placing it on his crotch. 
"Is it hard now?" 


Davey's eyebrows shot up. He grunted softly when Janick's hand began firmly kneading his balls. His cock 
jumped to life, hardening faster than he would have thought possible in his current state of intoxication 


"Umm..Jan?" 


Janick turned his head, his face inches from Davey's. 


"Yeah mate?" 

Davey groaned, pushing his hips up as Janick gave a hard squeeze. 
"You have your hand on my balls." 

"You don't seem to mind." 


Davey pondered that for a minute, all coherent thought scattering when Janick's strong fingers moved up to 


pinch the head of his cock. 


"You've never done this before mate? All the shaggin’ you did over the years and you never been with a bloke 


before?" 

"Noooooooooh fuck...” 

Janick's fingers had moved to the button, popping it open and drawing the zipper down. He slid his hand inside 
Davey's jeans and wrapped it around his shaft, giving it several hard strokes. Pulling his hand free, he stood, 
swaying a bit, before pulling his shirt off and dropping it to the floor. 

"Its like this Dave, the thing about shaggin’ a bloke is he knows what feels good, right?" 

Davey nodded, seeing the logic in Janick's statement. 

"So, not saying that its better than being with a bird, but it's fun for a change." 

Janick sat down on the bed and removed his shoes and socks. 

"Jan, what are you doin?" 

Janick looked over his shoulder, giving Davey a leer. 

"Getting comfortable mate." 

Janick turned on the bed, getting up on his knees and crawling over to Davey's feet. He pulled off Davey's 
shoes and socks and tossed them over his shoulder to the floor. Shifting sideways, he straddled Davey’s legs 
and grabbed the waistband of his jeans. 

"Lift up!" 

Some corner of Davey's brain was screaming at him, telling him that this was not supposed to be happening. 


Another part of him, however, had very different ideas and that part was all for it. With a shrug, he set the 
empty bottle on the table and rested his elbows on the bed, pushing his hips up, letting Janick tug the denim 


down his legs. Janick threw the jeans over the edge of the bed with a flourish. 
Janick grinned at him, carefully settling his weight on top of Davey's thighs. 
"Close your eyes.” 

"Jan, l'm just not sure..." 


Janick rocked his hips, rubbing his denim covered bulge against Davey's cock, leaning forward and blowing a soft 
stream of hot air over Davey's neck, making him shiver. Davey's eyes drifted closed; his body stiffening as 
Janick's mouth touched his. 


The lips were soft and warm, rubbing lightly against his. Davey clenched his fists, opening his mouth to accept 
the seeking tip of Janick's tongue, giving a surprised grunt as it slid into his mouth and teased over his. 


Not so different then 


Davey twisted his tongue around Janick's, feeling Jan smile against his lips, their tongues beginning a playful 
wrestling match, chasing each other back and forth. Janick felt tentative fingers touch his shoulder, sliding 
over the skin and up the back of his neck to cup his head, pulling him deeper into the kiss. 


Davey jumped when Janick closed his hand around his cock, the rough pads of his fingers dragging over the 
sensitive skin. Tilting his head back, he sighed as Janick ran his tongue over his jaw and down onto his neck, 


squirming at the rasping sensation on his neck 
"Fuck Jan, that's...” 


Davey's hips thrust up into Janick's hand; his fingers tangled in Janick's hair as Janick's heated tongue worked 
its way down his throat and onto his chest. Sharp teeth tugged at the hair that covered his chest before 
finding his nipple and biting it gently. After a few hard tugs, Janick moved away, and lapped at his other nipple, 
before giving it a hard nip. Davey arched off the bed, groaning. 


Janick grinned, feeling the pressure from Davey's hands on his head as Davey urged him lower. Janick's tongue 
traced the line of hair down his stomach and licked a wet path down to Davey's groin. Sliding down Davey's legs, 
he looked up, running his tongue over his lips and staring into the heavy-lidded blue eyes. 

Davey knew the line was about to be crossed, no going back if he let... 

"Oh me fuckin’ god!" 

Janick choked as Davey bucked up, his cock hitting the back of Janick's throat and triggering his gag reflex, 


nearly causing him to bite down instinctively. Backing off a bit, Janick stroked the tip with his tongue, tasting 
the precum leaking from the slit. 


Davey moaned; he pulled at Janick's hair, still tangled in his fingers, as Janick's tongue and mouth worked over 
his shaft. Janick pushed the tip of his tongue against the slit before fluttering back down. Davey grunted as he 
was sucked deep, Janick's teeth lightly scraping the skin as he moved back up to the head. He swore at the 


loss of sensation as Janick pulled his mouth away. 
"Bloody hell Jan, why'd ya stop?" 


Rising to his knees, Janick ran his hands up Davey's arms and loosened his hands from his hair, guiding them 
down to his jeans. Placing one on the snap, he turned Davey's other wrist and brought his hand between his 
legs and under his balls, pressing his palm against the denim-clad sac. 


Davey grinned, closing his fingers and massaging the eggs through the denim, hearing the harsh grunt from 
Janick as he squeezed, his other hand popping the snap and pulling the zipper down. He took a deep breath 

before plunging his hand into the open space, another bolt of lust running through his own cock at the first 
touch of his fingers on the hard hot flesh. Working his hand inside the tight jeans, he found the wet head of 
Janick's cock and pinched it lightly. Janick swore, arching toward him, before grabbing his arms and suddenly 


climbing off the bed. 

Davey sat up, his eyes puzzled. 

"What?" 

"Nothing mate, just need to get rid of these." 

Janick peeled the jeans off, grinning as Davey gave a low whistle. Putting his hands on his hips, he thrust his 
pelvis forward, putting himself on display. Davey reached out and curled his hand round the pale skin of the 
shaft, squeezing firmly, watching the head darken as the trapped blood filled it. With an intense look of 
concentration on his face, Davey began wanking him slowly, twisting and varying the speed of his strokes on 
the shaft, closing his other hand round his balls and kneading the flesh. 


"See mate, you know what feels good...” 


Davey nodded, watching as precum leaked heavily from the tip, feeling Jan's heartbeat throbbing under his 
fingers. His strokes became firmer and faster. 


"Davey wait mate, hang on. Don't make me come." 
| thought that was the whole point to this?" 


Janick started laughing, covering Davey's hand with his and sliding it off his cock He brought Davey's hand to 
his mouth and licked the shiny trails of precum off his fingers. 


‘It is mate, but | want you to fuck me." 

Davey felt his cock twitch at the words. 

"In the arse?" 

Janick gave another short laugh as he climbed back onto the bed, leant down and kissed him -- a quick dart of 
his tongue over Davey's -- before stretching out beside him and groaning at the continued manipulation of his 
balls. 

"You have some other place you plan on putting it? Fuck Dave, stop doing that before you make me come." 
Davey blinked in surprise, his hand stilling. 

"You come just from that?" 

"You'd be surprised what makes me come Davey, next time I'll show you." 

Rolling onto his back he turned his head and grinned at the other guitarist. Davey grinned back, scooting closer. 
"Next time?" 

Janick threw an arm around his neck, pulling him down. 

"Yeah next time." 

Davey opened his mouth, accepting the heat of Jan's tongue as it ran along his teeth and circled his tongue 
before curling around and drawing it forward, sucking the wedge of muscle. With a groan, Davey moved on top 
of him, bracing himself on his hands and rubbing his cock against Jan's. Breaking the kiss, Janick laughed up at 
him. 

"Easy mate, you can't just shove it in Wet your finger and use that first” 

Davey stuck a finger in his mouth to wet it, eyebrows raised in silent question. Janick raised his leg, letting his 
knee fall to the side, taking Davey's wrist in his hand and guiding his hand down. Rolling to the side, Davey 
nudged his fingertip against the puckered hole. 

"It won't..." 


"Push Davey, not hard but.. FUCK!" 


Janick gritted his teeth as Davey's finger slid completely in, feeling the shot of pain in his roughly stretched 
hole. Janick reached down and squeezed Davey's wrist, holding his hand still to let his body adjust. 


"Easy Davey, not so fast, you have to stretch it” 


Mumbling an apology, Davey moved his finger inside Janick, feeling the tight clamp around the knuckle loosen 
slightly. Janick let go of his wrist, nodding, giving a low groan as the finger moved in and out slowly. 


"More Davey...” 


Biting his lip, Davey pulled his finger out, slipping two carefully back inside, taking his time when pushing them 
deep. 


"Now move them round, wiggle ‘em and..ch yeah..there..." 

Davey felt Janick's arse tighten around his fingers. His cock throbbed at the thought of those tightly clamping 
walls wrapped around it. Bending his head, he sought Jan's mouth, kissing him hard, fucking his tongue into his 
mouth; feeling Janick relax around his fingers. Janick's hand found his aching shaft, dragging the rough pads of 
his fingers over the head. Twisting his mouth away, his breath coming hard, he groaned into Davey's neck. 
"Fuck me." 

Davey eased his fingers free, getting up on his knees between Jan's thighs. Janick raised his legs, grabbing 
them behind his knees and rolling his hips up. Davey wrapped his fingers around his shaft, rubbing the head 
over Janick's hole, looking into his eyes as he slowly pushed forward. Janick's eyes widened, then drifted closed 
as he hissed through his teeth. 

Davey shuddered as the head slipped inside, the ring of muscle closing behind it and gripping the shaft as he 
slid deeper, pushing in several inches and pulling back before sinking in again, going a little further each time. 
Moving over Janick, he braced on his hands and let his body lower onto him, not stopping until his balls were 


pressed tight to Janick's arse. 


Janick let go of his legs and wrapped them around Davey. He ran his hands over Davey's chest, tugging and 
twisting the tight points of his nipples. 


"Fuck Jan, it's tight..and hot..and..." 
"Different?" 
"Yeah, but good..." 


Davey pulled his hips back, leaving just the head of his cock inside, rocking forward to bury himself again. 
Janick took his hand, guiding it between them to his cock. 


"Wank my dick." 


Davey nodded, thrusting harder, pulling the flesh of Janick's cock in short hard strokes, feeling him tighten 
around him. His cock slid easily, caught in the vise like grip of Jan's arse, grunting as he pounded against him, 
his hand moving faster on the swollen shaft. 


"Yeah Davey, good..harder, fuck me harder..." 


Janick twisted himself up, wrapped a hand in Davey's hair and pulling his head down, kissing him roughly, 
groaning into his mouth. Their tongues wrestled, teeth clashing as their mouths ground together, panting 
breaths filling the open spaces with heat and the taste of beer and each other. 


Janick's legs moved higher, his body stiffening under Davey. Davey felt his cock glide over something inside 
him, the pressure making Janick shout into his mouth. Angling his hips, he thrust back and forth over the 
spot, each hard jolt making Janick writhe, his cock dripping precum over Davey's fingers, wetting the shaft. 


Davey felt the familiar tightening in his balls as his orgasm built, his cock twitching in anticipation of emptying 
his seed into the tight passage. Janick tore his mouth free, burying his face in Davey's neck and making a 
choking sound, suddenly clamping his teeth on the juncture of his neck and shoulder and arching his back, body 
lifting from the bed as his come spilled over Davey's hand and onto his stomach. 


Davey threw his head back, shouting as he came, ramming forward to bury himself deep as come exploded 
from the head of his cock. He continued to grind his hips hard against Janick's arse for a few moments longer, 
milking the sensations. 

Panting, his body shuddering as the last of his seed oozed into the slick tunnel, Davey dropped his head onto 
Janick's chest, feeling his softening cock between them, the pool of cum and sweat trapped between their 
bodies. Janick's legs trembled around him, unlocking from his waist and falling to the bed. Feeling fingers pushing 
the hair back from his sweat covered neck, Davey shivered when the soft rasp of a tongue licked the moist 
skin 

"Easy mate, pull out slow." 

Davey nodded, still trying to catch his breath. 


"Soon as | can move, mate." 


Janick laughed as Davey eased his cock free, rolling over onto his back and taking several deep breaths before 


turning his head and grinning at Janick. 
"So?" 


"Not bad" 


Janick gave him a scowl, rolling onto his side and tweaking Davey's nipple. 

"Not bloody bad?" 

'It's..different..but not bad. What's it feel like..2" 

Janick grinned. 

"You'll find out next time." 

Davey sighed, closing his eyes. 

"Right, next time..." 

Janick watched him for a minute before he rose from the bed and went into the bathroom to clean up. 
Wetting a cloth, he brought it back to the bed and wiped Davey clean, tossing the cloth in the direction of the 


bathroom before climbing in beside him. Janick curled around him, letting his head rest on Davey's chest as he 


drifted off into sleep. 


Davey swore at the loud bangs that pulled him from sleep. He lifted his head, groaning at the throbbing pain in 
his skull. Identifying the sound as someone at the door, he groaned again and dropped his head back onto the 
pillow, his eyes closed against the brightness in the room. 


"Hang on!" 


A pain filled moan from beside him brought his eyes open, the sight of Janick's naked body bringing back last 


night in a rush of images. 

"Come on chappies, rise and shine!" 

Janick put his pillow over his head and shifted on the bed, cursing at the drummer now beating a familiar 
rhythm on the door. The movement caused a brief flash of pain in his arse, bringing to mind the feel of 
Davey's... 

Lifting the pillow, he turned wary eyes on the man next to him. 

"Err..did we..2" 


Shifting to sit up, Janick groaned. 


"Answered me own question there. We did." 


Davey nodded and laughed as Janick sat up and buried his face in his hands, wincing and trying to sit on one 


side of his arse. 

"You ok with it, mate?" 

"Yeah, | think so." 

Another flurry of knocks at the door brought a round of groans from both of them. 
"Oil Davey! Jan's not answering, did ‘e make it back from the pub?" 

"Shut the fuck up, Nicko!" 


Davey snorted as Janick grabbed his head and swore again, shouting had not been the best idea he'd ever had. 
Standing up slowly, Davey shuffled to the door and opened it a crack, peeking out at the now grinning drummer. 


"Breakfast time lads! Chop chop, lots to do today!" 


Davey gave him the finger, shut the door and headed for the loo. Janick had forced himself to his feet, 
groaning as he picked up his jeans from the floor and tried to step into them, nearly falling over as he tried to 


balance on one foot. 

"See you down there?" 

Janick nodded, pulling his jeans up. Walking over to Davey, he looked him in the eye, grinning at the pink tinge on 
the other man's cheeks. After giving him a quick kiss, he grabbed his shirt and shoes, checking his pocket for 


his key card as he headed out to shower and dress. 


Davey scratched his head, not quite sure what to make of the night's events. Deciding that too much thinking 


only made his head hurt worse, he went to shower, hoping to clear some of the cobwebs from his brain. 
Entering the hotel restaurant a short time later, he took a seat next to Harry, waving a greeting to everyone 
before dropping his head onto the table with a groan. The snickering from the rest of the lads only increased 
in volume as Janick joined them, easing carefully onto his chair before propping his elbows on the table and 
letting his head fall into his hands. 

"Bludi ‘ell, wot you two get up to las’ night?" 


Davey lifted his head, glaring at the entirely too chipper bassist. Janick peered at Harry through his hands, the 


black look accompanied by a loud hiss of words. 


"Fuck you, Harry. Must you be so bloody loud?" 


Harry's eyebrows shot up, looking at Janick across the table. Davey sniggered, picking up his glass of juice and 
taking a drink 


"Wot the fuck, Jan? Wot crawled up yer arse?" 

Davey choked, spewing juice across the table, then turned his head to look with wide eyes at the man next to 
him. Harry returned the look, shrugging his shoulders and rolling his eyes at the shocked look on the guitarist's 
face. 


Bruce's sudden shout of laughter made Janick groan and clutch his head. 


| don't think you really wanna know the answer to that, Harry!" 


